SOME LETTERS OF
Above the panic rush for gold
And emptinesses manifold,
And selling of the soul for phantom famc**
And reek of praises where there should,
Over the dust and muck,
The buzz and roar of wheels,
Another music steals, —
A right, true note is struck.
n
Friends, beware!
A sound of singing in the air!
The love song of a man who loves his £c*l^€
Mother-love and country-love, and tH**
and fen; Lovely thoughts and mighty thoughts   ***'
that linger long; There has come to the old world's singe**?
of a brave new song.
r
III
They said there were no more singers, But listen! — A master voice! A voice of the true joy-bringers! Now will ye heed and rejoice, Or pass on the other side, And wait till the singer hath died, Then weep o'er his voiceless clay? Friends, beware!
152he Century. Mr. Gilder's poem, referred to in the letters, was printed in the Atlantic Monthly for June, 1905, under the title, "A New Poet.'1
